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"WHAT'S BROUGHT YOU ROUND SO EARLY, MY
DEAR?"

Sophie, grey-haired and wrinkled, sat up in her curtained
bed at Blasieholm and looked across the untidy room at
Emily De Geer standing in the doorway. "Not that you aren't
welcome," she said, as her morning visitor evaded her question,
"so long as you don't mind shutting that door and watching me
get up and dress. I don't take long these days. I'm an old
woman now, and no one notices what I look like." Sfie moved
the breakfast-tray carefully from her lap, drew her still shapely
feet out of bed, and shuffled them into soft woollen slippers.
"It's going to be fine again," she said, walking unsteadily to the
window to look out over the sparkling water. "It's almost hot
already. And as soon as I've dressed, my dear, I'll take you
along to the library, so that you can see your Uncle Axel before
he goes out for this silly procession. I suppose that is what you
came round for, you funny little lovesick one! Well, you must
just wait till I've done my hair. And in case you've come to
talk confidences, I'll do it myself, without calling the maid.
So don't say your old aunt isn't kind to you. I hate doing my
own hair!"

"Let me do it," said Emily. "Put that wrap round you
before you sit down. It may be June, but there's no need to
catch colds, sitting by an open window in your nightgown!"

Emily was near forty now, but the early promise of beauty
had been amply fulfilled,' and there was as yet no sign of its
withering. She was as fresh and lovely as ever; she was kindly
and free from pride: she was rich and of ancient lineage. She
was still unmarried. A slight shadow flitted across her face
when Sophie spoke to her of 'Uncle' Axel.

She stood behind the * chair, wielding the silver-mounted
brush upon the sparse coils of Sophie's grey hair, while her own,
golden and abundant, shone gloriously in the morning sun-
light above her white brow and deep blue eyes. "And when
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